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glance to see that all was in order, then he
touched the button. Again the swish as of tearing
silk and the head jumped forward from the body
into the basket like a carrot chopped off with a
knife, while the trunk spouted streams of blood.
The next moment the body was cast off and flung
into the basket, too, and white we stood appalled
at the ghastly speed of it all, unable to think as
quickly as the event, the assistants had begun to
take the whole thing to pieces, and H.B. caught
me by the arm: "Quick work, eh?"

I could not speak: my tongue stuck to my dry
mouth. I gasped for breath; the others were talk'
ing around me, the crowds outside singing and
laughing as they dispersed.

"The savages!" I said to myself. "The brute
beasts! Oh, the brutes! They can shout and
laugh;" and again I saw the man trying to be
brave and dragged forward, stumbling. . . . Oh,
what brutes men are!
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